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and then thou desirest no more." Often D. came with me, but often she
was tied to the office at Mukalla. She, too, had a fair share of mishaps.
Once she and Zahra, of whom more later, made a forced landing in an
aeroplane between Aden and Mukalla. I got her message by a fisherman
at four in the afternoon, having waited hours for her on the landing-ground,
and by means of car and donkey reached the party at 2 a.m. on a barren piece
of coast where they were sleeping under the wings of the machine.. We
returned in the morning to Mukalla by a small fishing-boat.

Much of our time was spent in Mukalla. Like every seaport it is
thoroughly cosmopolitan and in its ba2aars you find representatives of
Arabs from all the coastal parts of South Arabia and the Red Sea and Persian
Gulf, as well as Somalis and other Africans. One curious strain of not
infrequent visitors were the long-bearded Mongolian pilgrims who would
flourish incomprehensible Chinese passports at me and, speaking no Arabic
or other language which could be understood locally, would appear to
demand onward travel facilities. There were quite a number of Indian
visitors and residents too, including Banian shopkeepers, and in the upper
layer of Mukalla society the various races, Indian and Arab, mixed quite
happily. We all attended each other's parties and the Government servants
of Mukalla started a good club. Amongst various festive occasions one
of the best was the celebrations for the Coronation, The streets and house-
tops were gay with flags and I can remember no more beautiful sight than
the illuminations that night. The Palace, the Residency, the Government
Offices and the principal mosques were outlined in coloured lights. That
night I imagine Mukalla burnt almost as much incense as Pliny complained
of Nero burning at die funeral of Poppxa. Almost every house that had
no coloured lights heaped incense in piles along its roof parapets, and the
coloured lights and the flaming incense were wonderfully reflected in the
waters of the harbour, while clouds of smoke filled the streets with a sweet-
scented fog and completely obliterated the smell of the dried fish. Soon
afterwards Mukalla was reflected in the water every night, for electric
light was introduced and the greenish glow of the street lights was visible
far away.

Sometimes in Mukalla we took an afternoon off from the office and
went picnicking up the Du'an road, never more lovely than after the rains,
when the hills are green and the streams run down by grassy pastures against
a background of purple distances and rugged cloud-topped: mountains.

A day or two after the Coronation we started up inland on a journey
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